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POWERFUL TOWER TOPPLES CRIME! 


The British Hero Invasion 

By “Snaps” McKenzie 

Times Staff 

PARAGON CITY - It’s a scene that unfortunately plays out all too 
often on the streets of Paragon City... 

An elderly woman struggles to hold on to her purse, surrounded by 


three teenage toughs. “Give us what we want,” one growls, “or you're 


gonna get hurt.” n 
See TOWER page 3 


isions: Fan Art 
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Your Local Weather 


2S Atlas Park — Sunny 67/49 
X€ Astoria Murky 45/34 
<a Baumtown Smokey 84/75 
M© Brickstown Sunny 78/65 


© Found. Falls Sunny 72/53 
2 Galaxy City Sunny 68/50 
QE ind. Port Sunny 64/42 
ME Kings Row Sunny 71/51 


2 Overbrook Sunny 66/48 


3 Perez Park Steamy 72/53 
YS Skyway City Sunny 78/64 
QE steel Canyon Sunny 77/65 
© Talos island Sunny 62/45 
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Kid Dynamo: Founding a Super Team 
By Pa 
‘Times Staff 


Stormy” Weathers 


PARAGON CITY - Why 
found a super group? A de- 
sire to band together with a 
like-minded team to fight the 
bad guys? A love of color co- 
ordinated spandex or a strong 
masochistic tendency? Trying 
to ride herd on all those egos 
can't be easy. I asked Kid Dy- 
namo after a foray into a Fifth 
Column bunker complex. 


See KID page 2 


Kid Dynamo leads Freedom Reborn into action 


The Hero Chronicles: Fan fiction 


Blue Sentinel 
by Brian Dukes 


A cool breeze sauntered through an open win- 
dow on the sixth floor of the Paragon City 
Times, filtering in the night sounds of Paragon 
City. Somewhere amidst the cavernous office 
space, someone was hammering at a keyboard 
with reckless abandon — an errant journalist 
a deadline. 


See SENTINEL page 4 


‘The Paragon Times October, 2004 


KID DYNAMO 


Continued from page 1 


Kid Dynamo is one of Paragon City’s most 
public heroes, With a huckster’s smile and hero's 
heart, he can be found everywhere, endorsing ev- 
erything from signature clothing to deodorant, 
Some say he typifies everything wrong in the ‘cult 
of the hero’, that he’s more concerned about prod- 
uct placement then battling injustice. They forget 
how much he donates to charity and that as a resi- 
dent registered before the Rikti invasion; he's ineli- 
gible for the Provisional Authority stipend. And he 
says he has no plans to market the Freedom Reborn 


name or image. 


Kid Dynamo on the move 


Freedom Reborn has a roster of approximately 
sixty active members and has spun off the Freedom 
Academy, dedicated to training younger would-be 
heroes. Kid Dynamo founded the team along with 
Tortuga, Marmeille, and Darkhart who all worked 
together. Their name is homage to The Freedom 
Agenda, a well-known team of heroes that included 
Kid Dynamo’s parents killed tragically at the start 
of the war. Kid Dynamo has pledged to keep Free- 
dom Reborn true to this legacy and so far, his vision 
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has been born out. Freedom Reborn has seen action 
through out Paragon City. Doctor Vahzilok, the 
Clockwork King, and Clamor, a Freakshow leader 
have all wound up in the Zigg thanks to FR. 

When asked about the growing number of su- 
per teams, Kid Dynamo responded, “You have to 
remember we lost a lot of heroes to the Rikti. While 
a great number of champions have come forward 
to combat evil here in our fair city, the majority are 
new to the game. There is safety in numbers as our 
young heroes are realizing. It makes sense to form 
an alliance with other heroes of like mindset that 
you trust. Many of the foes we face are very power- 
ful and having friends to tackle such obstacles is a 
great boon.” 

More then their blue and yellow uniforms and 
mutable slogan sets Freedom Reborn apart from 
the City’s other teams. According to Kid Dynamo, 
they have a sense of history and dedication to jus- 
tice far beyond the “bloodthirsty thugs with more 
in common with the villains we face than their fel- 
low heroes” that comprise the more notorious super 
teams. 

When asked about possible threats from a 
‘rogue super team’ that could carve out its own fief- 
dom in the city, Kid Dynamo acknowledged the 
risk, suggesting if the city kept records on active 
heroes, that information could be used to counter 
such threats. Crey Labs made a similar offer that 
hasn't been embraced. 

Kid had these finally words for us; “I just want 
to say thank you to all those everyday heroes over- 
looked in the razzle dazzle of superheroics. There 
are average people working to make Paragon City 
a better place and I salute their efforts. Maybe they 
can’t turn invisible or lift a bus, but that doesn’t stop 
them from making a difference.” 

An apt sentiment we should all remember, or 
maybe the makings of a new marketing plan. 


The Justice 8 
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by Scott Kurtz 
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Continued from page 1 


“I need help!” the mugging victim cries, 
Help arrives in the form of a ma: 


ive granite- 
gray man who looks like a statue but moves like a 
trained fighter, slamming the Skulls with massive, 
rock-hard fists. The gangers fly across the street 
from the power of his blows, leaving them dazed 
and wishing for a quick trip to jail. 

“Here you go, ma'am,” the Hero rumbles in a 


sonorous voice, handing the woman's purse back 
to her. 

“You're a good person,” she says. 

Ir’s another day in Paragon, and there’s another 
new fan of The Tower of London. 

“T just do my bit to help,” says Tower of Lon- 
don. “It’s nothing that anyone else who can juggle 
Volkswagens couldn't do.” 

One of a wave of British Heroes sweeping into 
Paragon City, the powerful Tower is a force to be 
reckoned with — and an increasingly common sight 
around town. 

“Tower of London is so cool,” gushes Steel 
Canyon resident Carrie Carr. “He saved my cousin 
ata rave that the Hellions invaded, and then stayed 
and danced the night away!” 


“Can't let a few wankers spoil a good party, 


can we?” Tower says. 
He’s less eager to talk about the origin of his 
incredible strength and rocky skin. Asked about ru- 
mors of government tests and experimental drugs, 
‘Tower stays silent. 
“Thad a chance to help my country and I took 


An unfortunate but common scene in Paragon City 


it,” is all he will 


But why isn’t ‘The Tower of London patrolling 
Pickadilly Square? 

“You go where the action is, mate,” he says. 
“The Beatles may have started in Liverpool, but 


they didn’t stay there. 
There’s plenty of action in Paragon City. And 
y for a piece of it — but not all of his 


Tower is hung: 
actions are busting criminals. 

‘Tower of London's personal appearances are 
increasingly well-attended, and his stony counte- 
nance is being seen everywhere from the opening 
of a City of Gyros in Galaxy City to commercials 
advertising Monty Marshall’s Motors — in which he 
juggles three Volkswagen Beetles. 

“I'm in the hero biz to do good,” Tower said. 
“But the bills have to be paid, ya know?” 

“Tower's got star power,” says agent Daphne 
Weiss. “He's got real charisma, and he does all his 
own stunts!” 

‘The Tower claims he’s not thinking about giv- 
ing up the superhero business for show business. “I 
don’t have time to worry about that,” he says. “I'll 
listen to any offers, but there are more important 
things than being famous.” 

Just then his mobile phone rings, and after a 
hurried conversation, Tower's got to dash. There’s 
trouble in The Hollows, and he’s off to stop it. 

Paragon City, there's a new Hero in town ... 
and he’s going to be a star. 
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Blue Sentinel 


Continued from page 1 


Fan Fiction by Brian Dukes 


‘The clatter belonged to reporter Max Jericho, 
who was rushing to finish his assignment — which 
had nothing to do with “fighting the good fight” or 
defending Paragon City from nefarious forces. Un- 
fortunately, instead of uncovering the truth about the 
recent rash of mysterious electrical disturbances, Max 
s scrambling to find 1,500 words describing the 
affect of Rhode Island weather patterns on recently 


w: 


imported coconut trees. 
The only other sound came from janitor 
Willie Johnson's cart — the proverbial squeaky wheel 
fulfilling its destiny as Johnson entered the writers’ 
bullpen. 
“A late night, Mr, Jericho?” asked Willie. 
“Hey Willie. I didnt hear the cart,” said Max. 
“Sorry to spook you, but we both got a job 
to do around here,” Willie said. 
“Coconuts,” Max replied. 
“Pm sorry, Mr, Jericho?” Willie queried, 
sure of what hed heard. 
“['m covering coconuts Willi 


Can you 
believe this? With so much going on, you'd think 1 
but no! I 


could at least land a story about the Skulls 
get stuck writing about tropical fruit!” 

Willie pushed his cart over to Jericho's desk. 
A janitor with the Paragon City Times longer than 
anyone could remember, Willie Johnson had seen 
many a reporter come and go. In many ways, Willie 
wasn't just an employee, but an institution. In fact, 
Willie had been Employee of the Month so many 
times the management stopped awarding it. 


What many didn't know — couldn't know 
— about Willie was that for nearly forty years, with 
ed. Infused 


the setting sun, he became a man po: 
with the powers granted him by the alien symbiote 
within him, Willie Johnson was “The Vanquisher,” 
a super hero that made sure the night held no safe 
haven for evil. 

Those were different times, Willie thought 
to himself, knowing hed grown old, and that now 
he was a different man. Now he only wanted peace. 
More importantly, he wanted to pass his legacy on to 
someone. Someone, perhaps, like Max Jericho. 

A smile crept across Willie's face as he hale- 
ed his cart next to Jericho. It was all too obvious to 
Willie, whose keen sight missed little. It was almost 
laughable, and he had to stifle a chuckle as he reached 
down to empty Max's trash can. 

Unforeseen by Max, whose attention was 


riveted to his screen, Willie's gaze meandered towards 
Jericho's backpack, where a small sleeve of ash-speck- 


led blue material protruded. A single red star stood 


out against the blue, peaking out through the pac 
zipper — revealing everything Willie needed to know 
about Max Jericho: not only was he a super hero, but 
an idiot. 
“Rookies...” Willie muttered to himself as 
he emptied the trash. 
Max asked distractedly, his mind 
racing to finish his piece. 
“Nothing, Mr. Jericho,” Willie said. 
shoulder 


“Pardon? 


“Willie,” Jericho said over his 
“Lye told you to, please, call me ‘Max.’ I should be 


calling you ‘sir. 
Willie wheeled his cart down to the next 

aisle, his smile now merely a knowing grin. 
“Sure thing, Max,” Willie said, turning to con- 


tinue his 


work. 
His 


been “janitor,” but Willie's “work” consisted of much 


job” title at the PC Times might have 


more. With access to every nook and cranny of the 


city’s most powerful news and information gathering 


mechanism, Willie Johnson was a shadowy figure of 


espionage. He stealthily examined every computer he 
could, and if any helpful tidbits of information were 
uncovered concerning criminal activity or suspicious 
events, it was a safe bet that Willie Johnson — and 
“The Vanquisher” — would put that information to 


good use. 


Willie had once been a hero of epic propor- 
tions 


but that was long ago. Now, the man who 
s one of the city’ 


pushed the mop at the PC Times v 


most expert intelligence gatherers. 
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Blue Sentinel 
Continued from page 4 

For how much longer though? Willie's 
hands shook as he squeezed the bottle of glass clean- 
er, spraying its blue contents on the flat screen of a 
computer. 

“Time waits for no man,” Willie whispered. 
And it won't wait for me either friend, replied a voice 
from within Willie’s mind. 

Willie glanced over his shoulder at Max, 
who was typing furiously. Max didn’t see Willic’s 
estimating gaze — or how “The Vanquisher” sized 
him up, measuring him against ghosts of the past. 
Max had no way of knowing that the telltale signs of 
soot around his face only confirmed what Willie had 
suspected. It had been Max Jericho — Blue Sentinel 
— that had saved those people from the fire. 

Tt was all over the news. The blaze started as 
a result of a battle between several heroes and a large 
gang of Hellions in Perez Park. The fighting included 
dozens of “capes” and easily twice as many Hellion 
thugs — a Scorcher among them. With little regard 
for the lives of the innocent, the Hellions violently 
attacked any hero they could. Unfortunately, the he- 
roes were almost as careless in their haste to do their 
duty and “one up” each other — as if a Hellion’s ban- 
dana were a badge of honor. 

‘The battle began near a market and quickly 
encompassed the entire block as combatants joined 


from all sides. Little was done during the chaos to 
contain the fighting or prevent collateral damage. As 
things escalated, a fire spread and several storefronts 
began burning uncontrollably. 

Afraid for their lives, firefighters refused 
to come any closer to the flames than they had to 
— condemning those trapped inside, who were too 
afraid co run into the battle zone, to fiery deaths. 
Screams filled the evening air, mixing with the flame 
and smoke, threatening to drown out the sounds of 
battle. 

At least until Blue Sentinel arrived. 

Like a bolt of azure lightning, Blue Sentinel 
flew into the market and pulled out those trapped 
within, including a family of five. It was not a mo- 
ment too soon, as shortly after the building collapsed 
with a shuddering explosion, Blue Sentinel then 
spent several minutes healing the wounded before 
tiring and nearly passing out. By the time the battle 
was over, however, he was nowhere to be seen. He 
had slipped away during the bedlam, back into the 
skies that brought him in the proverbial “nick of 
time.” 

“Got it” yelled Max as he stood and eject- 
ed his disc from the computer. “I’ve gotta get this to 
the boys in layout before they have my —” a violent 
cough wracked Max's body, sending him spiraling to 
the floor in convulsions. 


“Max!” Willie raced to the young man’s 
side, Max's coughing continued as Willie picked him 
off the floor, sitting him down. “Take it easy kid.” 

After a few moments the fit passed. Trick- 
les of blood snaked their way from Max's nose and 
mouth — the fire's acrid smoke attempting to finish 
the work of the Hellions even now. 

“Are you okay?” asked Willie. 

“Yeah,” Max replied. 

“You'd better have a doctor look at that,” 
Willie said, helping Max to his feet. 

“No. I’ve just, uh, been hanging around 
the sports guys too much,” Max replied weakly. “You 
know how they love their cigars.” Max hurriedly 
turned to leave. 

“Max.” 

“Yeah, Willie?” 

“Don't forget your bag.” 

For the second time in one night, Max's 
heart stopped. The first had been when he saw the 
fire engulf the grocery store. Now, his heart ceased its 
accounting beats because even a blind man could see 
that his costume — his “Blue Sentinel” outfit — was 
hanging from an open pocket in his backpack. 

Max timidly took the backpack from Wil- 
lie’s outstretched hand. 

“Thanks, Willie. | owe you one,” Max said, 
secretly hoping Willie was too old to get a clear look. 
“Good night.” 

“Good night kid,” Willie said with a wave. 


Max zipped up the bag and bolted out of 
the bullpen, leaving a wake of swinging glass double 
doors and echoing footsteps. 

Willie was once again alone in the office 
— able to prowl amongst the computers and FAX ma- 
chines. But he didn’t. While he still had “work” to 
do, there was a more compelling reason to halt his 
activities: Willie had learned all he needed tonight. 

“Max Jericho is Blue Sentinel,” Willie 
thought aloud. “Could be promising ... if he wasn’t 
so dumb. What was he thinking — leaving his cos- 
tume in a backpack! A backpack of all places — and 
unzipped at that!” 

Willie shook his head as he walked back to 
his cart. “But maybe there’s some hope for him.” 

Yes. Perhaps, echoed the familiar voice 
within Willie's mind. The cart resumed its squeaking 
as Willie pushed it over to the elevator, and entered, 
heading up. 

“Blue Sentinel, hmmm? We'll see.” 


THE END 


